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"Alright, alright." Steve said to himself with a smirk, walking into the bathroom. He looked at himself in the 
mirror, and quickly grabbed a towel on the rack beside it. Wrapping it around his waist, he walked towards the 
door and poked his head out of the room. "Mind if | take a quick shower?" 


"Sure, go for it” A voice called from across the room. 


Steve nodded and turned back into the bathroom, dropping the towel off of his waist and turning towards the 
shower. His hands flew down to his junk, removing the used condom quickly and tossing it in the trash. 


He turned on the hot water and stepped inside, reaching for the soap to wash off his body. He lathered the 
soap in his hands and cleaned himself off, then quickly turned the shower off. 


He grabbed the towel which was sitting on the floor, and ran it up around his body so that he was dry. He 
looked into the now foggy mirror and grabbed a paper towel, wiping the oils off of his face. 


Once finished, he walked over to the trash bin to toss the paper away when something caught his eye. Sitting 
at the top of the bin was the bright yellow condom, with a black mark at the tip. A tear. 


He moved his eyes down closer to get a better look. It in fact was a tear. "Fuck!" He yelled, running over to the 


door and opening it. 
Charlotte was sitting in a chair in the room, back into her clothes. She turned around. "Fifteen quid?" 
Steve shook his head. "The.. erm, protection.. well, broke." He said, gulping tightly. 


She laughed a bit and grabbed a brush sitting on her vanity. "Silly man, there's nothing to worry about. I'm on 
the pill" She ran the brush through her long, blonde hair. 


"No, fuck that!" He shook his head. "I'm not worried about knocking anyone up; I'm worried about catching your 


fucking diseases!" 
Charlotte whipped her head around. "I don't have any of those." 
Steve shook his head. "Yeah right, you have multiple guys in here every night" 


She rolled her eyes. "I rarely ever actually fuck a guy." She raised an eyebrow. "And besides, if you don't want 


to catch any of my so called ‘diseases’, then why do you return Sunday night?" 
Steve shook his head. 
Her eyebrow raised even higher. "So?" 


He ignored her again and reached down to pick up his pants that were sitting in the middle of the floor. He slid 
them on, followed by his shirt: 


She sat staring at him, waiting for an answer. 


He ignored her again. "Right, fifteen quid" He crammed his hand into his left pocket, pulling out the money and 


slamming it on her vanity. 
She smiled with satisfaction. "See you next Sunday, rockstar." 


He rolled his eyes on the way out and opened the door, slamming it shut behind him. 


